





“Sure,” said Boomer eagerly, grabbing the 
paper from Scarlett. “I love parties,” he said 
with a smile, as he glanced down the list of 
endangered species. “Lots of cake, lots of 
cookies, lots of . . . crocodiles? Hey, wait just 
a minute!” he snarled. “What kind of a party 
is this supposed to be? You're inviting croco- 
diles? Fierce, hungry, Nile crocodiles? And 
what's this—a Puerto Rican boa? A boa con- 
strictor, for Pete’s sake? And yuk/—some 
kind of clammy mussel? I am expected to 
party with a mussel? A creature that hasn't 
even got a face?” 


y | Y he badger looked farther down the 
list, his eyes nearly popping out of his 
head. “Yikes—a Komodo dragon! 

Those uncivilized monsters? Are you crazy?” 

Boomer shook his head in disbelief as he 

kept reading. “And a maned sloth? Oh, sure, 

there’s the life of the party—all it will do is 
sleep! Oooh, and looky here, a pincushion 

cactus! It'll be great at ‘pin the tail on the . 

donkey, ” he said sarcastically. Disgusted, + 

he threw down the list. dd 

“Boomer!” exclaimed Rick. “I can 

your attitude. How would you feel if, 

endangered, huh? Just because : 

not like the looks of some of th 

or the things they do, that g 

you have the right to criti 

doesn't mean they she 

to the party. The p 

species—all end 

“Well, I'm no 


“Honestly, Boo 


“you're as bad as some people are. They say 
the same thing: “Why save this species or 
that species? They don’t do me any good.’ 
Those people don't understand that all 
species have the right to exist, just because 
they do exist.” 

“Hey, I never said they don't have the 
right to exist, or anything like that,” 
Boomer protested. “I just don't 
want them around messing 
up my fun, OK?” 

The rest ofthe gang 4 
shook their heads at a 





Boomer’s selfishness. Rick sighed. “All right, 
all right, I give up,” he said. “It's pointless 
trying to talk to you anymore. Let's all take a 
break and head over to Shady Pond for a 
swim. I think we could use some cooling off.” 
“You're right, Rick,” Scarlett said, and 
everyone else agreed. “But afterward we’ll 
come back and finish these invitations— 
all of them,” she added, glaring at Boomer. 
So everyone went swimming for a few 
hours and had a great time. But when they 
went back to work on the invitations, Boom- 
er stuck his pointed nose in the air and head- 
ed home. Not that anyone tried to stop him. 
That night, Boomer couldn't sleep. He 
tossed and he turned, and he turned and he 
tossed. He couldn't stop thinking about the 
party and how it was going to be ruined. 
“Some party,” he moaned to himself. “Liz- 
ards and bats and all kinds of beasties. May- 
be I just won't go.” Then suddenly a wicked 
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thought crept into the badger’s head. “Or 
maybe they won't go,” he said. 

He got up and crawled out of his burrow. 
Quietly, he sneaked over to Rick's tree 
home. At the base of the tree was the sack of 
invitations, ready to be mailed the next day. 

“Let's see,” Boomer said to himself as he 
flipped through the invitations. “Hmmm, a 
burying beetle, eh? Sorry, your invitation 
must have gotten lost in the mail,” he said 
with an evil grin. He plucked the envelope 
from the bag. “And a California condor, a 
kind of vulture—gross. Go pick your bones 
somewhere else,” he said, pulling the invita- 
tion. “Let's see now... ugh, an Indian py- 
thon—one of those snakes that suffocate 
their prey. Well, I just don't think we’ll be 
able to squeeze you in,” he said wickedly, 
grabbing the envelope. He kept pulling out 
invitations here and there until he'd gone 
through the whole bag. Then, clutching the 
stolen invitations, he dashed home. 


ack at his burrow, Boomer snuggled 
B down to sleep. He was sure he would 
have a happy dream about the party, 
now that he had improved the guest list. 
But he was wrong. He had a nightmare! He 
dreamed he was in a very dark place. Very 
dark, that is, except for a huge spotlight that 
was shining down on him. “Hey, where am I?” 
the badger whimpered. “What's going on?” 
Suddenly a deep voice thundered out of 
the darkness. “Boomer Badger,” it said, 
echoing all around, “you have been chosen 
for extinction. What have you to say in your 
defense?” 
Boomer gasped. “Huh? Extinction? What 
do you mean?” He was trembling all over. 
“Consider yourself an endangered species,” 
the voice said. “If you cannot convince us 
that you deserve to live, Boomer Badger, you 
will become extinct.” 
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“But... who are you?” Boomer asked. He 
squinted into the glaring light, but he couldn't 
see a thing. 


“We are The Great Deciders,” said the voice. 


“Tell us, what good are badgers, anyway?” 

“W-well,” Boomer stammered, “we're good 
for lots of things. We, uh, dig holes. . .” 

“And what good is that?” demanded a sec- 
ond voice, a high, squeaky cne. “Do you polli- 
nate flowers, like the bees?” it asked. “Do you 
sing pretty songs, like the birds?” 

Then Boomer heard another voice, a soft, 
hissy one. “Are you beautiful, like the butter- 
flies? Are you fast, like the cheetahs?” 

“Well, no...” Boomer began uncertainly. 

A raspy voice interrupted him, crying out, 





“Then why do you deserve to exist, badger? 
Why do you matter, anyway?” And all the 
voices began crying out at the same time, 
“Why? Why do you matter?” 

Suddenly Boomer's fear began to melt into 
anger. He glared into the darkness. “I don't 
have to prove my worth to you!” he shouted. 

“I matter because—because I’m here, that's 
why!” He tried to turn away from the hot light 
as it beat down on him. “Did you hear me?” he 


„ shouted again. “I matter because I’m here!” 


oomer awoke with a start, squinting in 

B the bright morning sun as it streamed 
into his burrow. He sat up and looked 

around with relief. “A dream—it was just a 
dream,” he said, shuddering as he remembered 
it. He thought about all the mean things he'd 
said about the endangered species the day be- 
fore. And he realized he was wrong. 

Then his eye fell on the stolen invitations. 
“Oh, my gosh,” he cried, “I gotta get these 
back before Rick leaves for Big Town with 
the mail!” 

Boomer dashed out of his burrow and over 
to Rick's tree. The mailbag was gone! The 
badger looked around desperately. Then he 
spied Rick heading away through the trees. 
“Rick!” he cried. “Rick, wait!” 

Rick turned around to see Boomer crashing 
through the woods after him. He waited for the 
badger to catch up. 

“Boomer! What is it?” he asked. 

“Oh, Rick—I, uh, well —you're missing 
some,” Boomer said meekly, holding out the 
stolen invitations. Rick stared at the envelopes 
for a moment. Then a look of understanding 
crossed his face. 

“I see,” he said slowly. “Well, we certainly 
wouldn't want to miss anyone. But Boomer, are 
you sure you want me to send these?” 

“Oh, yes, Rick, I’m sure,” Boomer said. “I 
don't want anyone to be left out.” ¿$ 


